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How false these fairy visions were, 

Or murmur that mine eyes have known 
The burthen of a fleeting tear. v 
But still the heart will fondly cling 
To hopes no longer priz’d as truth, 

And mem’ry still delights to bring 
To happy visions of my youth. 
would I were a boy again. 

When life seem’d form’d of ui.riy yrai>. 
















